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Los Angeles, M86. 


That night they felt refreshed and hopeful. The promise of success was in the air, choking their breaths like 
toxic smoke. The light at the end of the tunnel was getting closer and closer, they needed to go through that 
night and wait for things to happen. So they dressed up like it was 1985 all over again, motivated to stay 
decent for a change. Different from other times, they were able to wear the clothes and products of the girls 
who played shows every night earlier, that's what the owner said, so they took advantage. 


The glam is slowly being discarded, he realized. In the early days makeup was essential to cause the shock and 
impact they needed to get any attention. He remembered Steven's complaints, how he was the last to get 
ready for not being able to keep still, never managing to disguise his imperative behavior. But at that time, 


luckily for Steven and Slash, those things were losing importance over time. 
Slash liked it at first. 


He found it fun to play with feminine style, even though he was raised in that environment by his mother 
stylist, but it was different when he used accessories and makeup palettes himself. He felt.. sexy, attractive, 
and less youthful. It was almost as if another personality appeared. He enjoyed the whole process; taking care 
of the hair and fluffing it to make it messy and properly curly. Applying eyeliner and dark shadows, leaving the 
eyes dirty and mysterious. The shiny earrings danced through the curls. The leather pants squeezed all the 


flesh in the right places and left his ass looking really good. The whole stripper outfit with all those lace, 


sparkles, and rips. He was very fond of the lace gloves and wore them for a long time. 


He liked to sit comfortably, take small sips of Jack, and smoke a cigarette, while Duff groomed him, took care 
of him, and made him look good. It didn't last long until Duff decided that Slash had learned all the steps. Being 
the Seattle punk kid with plenty of experience dressing up, sometimes bolder than now... If the photographs of 


Duff wearing a garter belt said more than words could. 


Others could try as much as they wanted, but in Slash's eyes, Duff carried a style of his own and was so 


natural. He looked so naturally cool, without even trying. 


But as quickly as the dazzle of fashion came, it was gone. Slash got bored of it fast. When he needed to do it, 
he preferred it when his friend did it. He greatly admired women for doing that shit almost every day. It was 


not easy. 


He thought of the girls, his girls. Those who sheltered them lent them clothes and accessories. Gave them 
food and a roof over their heads. He also thought of the victims, the ones who had their money and clothes 
stolen from them.. Poor women. He couldn't help but admire and think about how much he liked the female sex, 
not just the sexual aspect -oh, he loved that too, but women themselves. At nineteen, he was sure he was 
never going to be as smart as any of the girls he'd ever met, that is, a considerably large number, starting 


with the women in his life; his mother and grandmother. 


Returning to the reality of the scenery before him, Slash was on his tenth cigarette, smoking one after the 
other, to somehow try to calm the anxiety that coursed through his veins and made his fingers tremble. Like 
a nightmare, imagined himself missing the notes, heard the laughter from the audience, saw Axl's raging stare, 
and Duff's embarrassment. He felt the sweat on his back, which was crazy since he'd been standing in the 


same spot for an hour. 


Axl was quiet, a determined look burning on his face. Izzy is at his side strumming the guitar, without showing 
nervousness, but Slash knew it was there. Axl had that wild thing in his eyes that said what he doesn't with 
words, but everyone was aware that the message had been ordered from earlier that day: stay sober. 
Thinking about it, Slash looked at Duff and was worried, remembering that Duff had some problems going on 
stage sober, and with anxiety in general. He saw the blonde shiver, pale, sigh with his hands on his temples. 


Ignoring his own conflict, Slash stood up with a sigh, walked to the other side of the room, and stopped at his 
friend's side, whispering so only the blonde could hear. 


"Hey, are you okay?" 
"| feel like I'm going to pass out, its pathetic." Duff gasped and gave a sheepish smile. 


Slash stayed quiet, trying to clear his anxious mind on withdrawal. He placed a hand on his friend's sweaty back, 
reminding himself that he wasn't no different. He blinked a few times at the wall next to Duff and hesitantly 


began to pat his tense shoulders, cursing himself for not being a communicator. He sighed deeply, feeling 


useless. 


"Man, of all of us, you should be the least freaking out, you know.. Being the most talented in this shit band. 
He managed to mumble close to his ear. He looked at Axl and let out a laugh. "Don't tell Axl | said that." He felt 
from his hand that Duff laughed too, his shoulders less tense. 


"He would love to know that though." Duff jokes, looking into Slash's eyes for the first time that night, they 
were clearer and more focused than Slash had ever seen them. "He would leave the band for the tenth fucking 


time this month." 


"Nah, | think he would agree with me." Slash smiled, hiding his own eyes behind his hair. "But we're not going to 
tell him to find out, anyway." 


They were quiet. 


Slash was lost in his thoughts, his hand going up to the back of Duff's neck, holding the hair there. He suddenly 
felt angry that he needed to be sober, to be in this situation of obligation He'd always hated having to follow 
stupid rules, having to obey people who thought they knew better. Shit, it'd his fucking body, he should have 


the power to do whatever the fuck he wanted when he chooses to. 


He glared at his flamboyant vocalist, feeling a pang of anger. Axl may think he was powerful, but he could tear 
the band apart on his own, with no drugs, no alcohol, just if he wanted to. That's what Slash knew. 


"But what about you?" Duff's shaky, shy voice brought him back to the real world. A world Slash wasn't used 
to facing. "Are you okay or did Axl terrify you too?" He asked with a smile, trying to ease the weight of the 
situation for himself. Slash, being sober, thought he was adorable. 


"Trusting. Lets face it, man, we're pretty decent. We've been doing this for a year now. It's just another show, 
it doesn't make me nervous." He felt Duff sigh in relief at his friend's lying confession, completely oblivious to 


the fact that it was a lie. 
Slash couldn't feel guilt. 


That'd be another one of the differences between him and Axl. He could lie to ease a situation, but Axl couldn't. 
He'd the most honest person Slash had ever met. Although Axl was convinced that his lie was the truth, he 
could convince everyone, because that was how smart Axl could be, even if significantly crazy as well. Slash 
didn't understand why he compared himself so much to him, maybe it was because they were so different, 
and yet, they needed so much of those differences from each other, to make this band something bigger than 


themselves. 


He discreetly glanced at his vocalist again, hoping that Axl's brutal honesty doesn't come so aggressively just 
when he'd managed to calm Duff from his anxiety. But Axl, thankfully, was no longer looking at them as if they 


were his puppets on a scale model, where he could hold and control to follow his will. He had an insecure stance 
because his bandmates were under control and he could finally focus on himself. Slash saw the defensive 
posture, unfocused eyes lost in conflicted thoughts. Slash almost felt sympathy but didn't have time to think 
about it when there'd be a hurried knock on the door. 


“All set, boys." 


He felt Duff stiffen before sighing, seeming to gather his courage. Duff puffed out his chest and brushed his 
hair out of his face, revealing a neutral feature, but Slash knew better. The guitarist watched in awe as Duff 
was the first of them to leave.. That guy will never cease to be fascinating to Slash's youthful eyes. The 


others followed in silence. 
No motivational comments, no friendly hugs, no reassuring smiles, nothing. 


Slash got suddenly preoccupied with something other than the performance. The band vibe got weird without 
the toxic family aura of drugs and alcohol. It didn't feel right, it somehow made him alarmed by the potentially 
chaotic future. 


He felt an unusual chill in his stomach which was usually warmed by whiskey, the mouth filled with water at 
the thought of taking a drop. His heart was pounding in anticipation, he'd never had to be away from his 
beloved bottle since he was fourteen. But come on, there'd be no way he was such a young junkie, being so 


close to achieving the big dream, he couldn't let that happen. 


With a renewed sigh, he decided he could get through this show with ease, trying to convince himself of that 
mentally. Power was in the mind, right? He could do that. The talent was in the fingers, the heart, the instinct, 
not a fucking bottle of cheap whiskey. 


They went on stage then. 
He nailed it, and he felt amazing. 


Somewhat relieved to be able to do it without the support of alcohol. In hindsight, it was awful too. Having to 
deal with shyness again, though, made him tired. If he had to do this more often in the future, he'd have to 
rethink whether he really wants to be in this band Maybe he could persuade Axl to let him keep consuming 
his dear bottle of liquid courage, otherwise, he'd find another band. He'd not kidding. Slash almost felt a panic 
attack coming on every time he set eyes on the audience -which wasn't a large one - feeling exposed, and 
judged, no matter how positive the applause was. If it hadn't been for the bangs hiding it, the top hat trapping 
it there, and Duff looking to him for comfort, he wouldn't have made it. Being there for Duff gave him 


courage, he focused on that and made it to the end of the show, almost without missing notes. 


"That was good enough. If they don't want us for what they saw, then it probably wouldn't have been a good 
idea to sign them." Axl said breathlessly, drying himself with a towel. 


He hasn't had motivational and positive comments before, but in the end, Axl felt compelled to make that 
comment to keep their egos big enough. Slash almost rolled his eyes. Honestly, they've all had enough shit in 
their lives to cry over an old idiot in a suit not liked their music. They already knew that they were good and 
that they had value in what they did. 


Everyone nodded, however. 


Each went back to their hitherto unhealthy, but necessary habits to put to sleep any annoying noises they 
couldn't handle. Izzy went to the bathroom and Slash knew immediately that he was shooting up. Steven was 
already white-nosed, the cocaine was gone as fast as the blink of an eye. Duff caught Slash's attention, raised 
his skinny arm, and in his hand was a glorious bottle of jack. Finally, fuck! He ran to Duff noting that Axl 
disappeared without saying goodbye. 


They were all fine in the end, as they always were. 
However, they really did. Geffen Records wanted to sign them anyway. 


The celebration was intense. With a lot of crappy weed and bad liquor, Slash was barely walking straight when 
four in the morning came. The tiny place they called home was more crowded than ever, it felt like being in a 


burning matchbox. He was sweating more than he'd done earlier on stage, it was starting to get annoying. 


He started to move, trying desperately to get out of there, past the dancing bodies. He lost his politeness over 
time, cursing and telling people to make room for him to pass. Tall, strong men didn't intimidate him, they gave 
him space and Slash was finally able to get out and breathe some fresh, cold LA air. He wasn't alone however, 
Duff was there, sitting in the corner with his half-empty bottle. Just from his posture, Slash knew he was 
drunk. He joined the blonde, sitting on the sidewalk beside him. 


Duff didn't notice him right away, lost in his hazy thoughts. Slash didn't want to get in the way, so he just 
looked at him, and studied him hoping that Duff would notice in his own time. 


Duff was pretty. Definitely. He looked like a girl if Slash squinted, but he kindly liked Duff better normally. 


With spiky stylish hair all over the place, streaks of black and red fading, and in between a face that was very 
pleasant to look at. Duff had cat eyes, slightly slanted adorably, at the same time sharp as a knife when he 
looked down, predatory. His mouth, though thin, was now red and swollen, making the guitarist wonder if Duff 
had been kissing not so long ago. 


He was distracted by the drunk thoughts and lost the moment when the blonde noticed his presence and looked 
silently, returning the stare, studying him too. 


Slash blushed and thanked mentally for being night, finally averting his eyes from Duff's because the bassist 
wasn't using it in adorably way. And the brunette didn't know how to deal with that intense, disconcerting gaze. 


"Slash?" Duff called, his tone choked with alcohol. 


"Hmm?" The guitarist responded, picking at a lint on the knee of his jeans so he could ignore the way Duff was 
looking at him. 


"You're Too good, you know that, don't you?" Duff asked, sounding sweet despite his intimidating face. It was 
enough to make Slash look at him again then, almost regretting it right away. 


"In what sense, man?" He wanted to know. 
He'd always liked the drunk Duff who spoke his thoughts many times without any filter. 
"In many ways. Its fucking crazy." He replied with a sigh as if he was truly thinking about it and was stunned. 


Slash didn't know how to handle praise, and Duff knew that and joked about it whenever he got the opportunity. 
Ever since they met, Duff had expressed warm and passionate praise for the curly boy, about how he'd never 
met a guitar player as good as he is. Then Slash would laugh and tell him to shut up or would make a joke, 


turning his head to hide his flushed face. 
And then Duff would do it again, just to get that cute reaction out of his friend again. 


"You're sounding like a groupie, dude. Do you want to feel my skilled fingers too?" He joked about something he 


heard from a girl once. 


He raised his right hand and wiggled his fingers in a suggestive fashion, a laugh dying along the way as Duff 
pulled the hand toward him tightly. 


Slash watched suspiciously as Duff smiled at something, running his fingers through the other's warm hand. 
Duff was distracted by this, staring at their hands and tracing his index finger across the sweaty palm, 


sending sinister shivers down the brunette's back, who until then hadn't known he was sensitive there. 


"You have a lot of calluses, Slash." He said reflectively, stroking the rough grooves calloused from playing the 


guitar. "Makes sense, | guess." 


Slash found it strangely intimate. He didn't let the girl feel his fingers when she asked enthusiastically -at the 
time, it was very weird. But there he was, letting Duff pet him all he wanted, without even thinking about 
stopping it. 


"Yeah, you know.. A lot of guitar." He added stupidly, feeling drunker than ever. His tongue was suddenly numb 
in his mouth. He feared he'd start talking stupid shit without realizing it, and most of the time he'd be very 


meticulous about what he said. 


Duff chuckled to himself, exploring the curly man's hand as if it were something very intriguing. Slash bets it 
was, as people don't tend to analyze other people's hands like that. Maybe Duff had a thing for hands, and 
that'd just another weird thing about Duff. Slash didn't mind being the target of that particular fetish, because 
he just realized it was good to have his hands stroked like that. He felt like a girl. 


"Mine are cut. A lot of bass." Duff commented softly and low, opening the hand that wasn't holding Slash 
tightly, putting the two in comparison. Duff's hand was bigger and thinner, the cuts evident, making Slash want 
to touch and take care of him. 

"We got fucked up hands, man" Slash muttered. The moment didn't seem real, before the drunken, unreal fog, 
he blinked and waited for Duff to disappear. Hoping it was a dream, a vision, but the bassist was still there, 
looking at him with dark interest, expecting something from him. "What?" 

"You calmed me down today, and | know you were nervous too. | know you." Duff was serious, lacing his fingers 
together and resting Slash's hand in his lap. With the other, he grabbed the bottle and took it from the neck. A 
drop escaped his lips and down his chin and neck, disappearing into the collar of Duff's open shirt. "I see you." 
And with that Slash blinked and straightened up like he'd been caught doing something wrong, even though Duff 


was oblivious. 


"Okay..." Slash muttered uncomfortably, unable to tear his attention away from his hand intertwined with Duff 
in the bassist's lap. He couldn't get it out of there either. 


"We really did. It's unbelievable." Duff exhaled and Slash was lost for a moment on the matter, but the bassist 
pointed to the door behind them, where a lively party was going on. 


"Not yet. It was just one more step." 

"| love the way you think" 

"No, you're lying. Nobody likes my weird brain" Slash smiled cutely again, Duff got dizzy for a second. 
"| do." Duff smiled too, more to himself. 


Slash felt intimately attacked for some reason as if the walls he took years building were crumbling. He felt as 


if Duff could see everything he hid. Slash didn't remember allowing Duff in 


Again, Slash was too drunk to handle compliments and awkward moments that only he seems to be feeling. He 


suddenly changed the subject. 
"So.. What's your groupie name?" 


"Shit, | don't have one." Duff laughed, not realizing that Slash was trying to change the mood around them. 


"Let's give you one then. How do you feel about Duffy?" 


"Oh, my God, no! It's a dog's name, man. It's ugly, imagine moaning that? Geez, now that's even weirder ‘cause 


it's a dog's name." Duff rambled between laughs, plucking from Slash a genuine laugh too. 
They'd so drunk 

‘Its not much different from your name." Slash tried to say between laughs. 

"Are you saying | have a dog nome?" 

"Well, you certainly can pull off a puppy face when you want to." Slash reflected, 


"Shut up! You certainly don't have a more worthy name than mine." Duff said loudly as if he couldn't hold back 


his excitement. 

"| don't have a groupie name either." 

"Yes, you do. And all the options are amazing; Saula, Slashy. And my personal favorite: Curly Sue." Duff quoted, 
recounting the names while lifting his fingers that are intertwined with Slash's, even though he had a free 
hand to be able to do so. 


"Wow, you've really been thinking about it” Slash charged with a dirty smile. 


"You are welcome. Now you have more than one groupie name, and are all good for moaning too." Duff did not 


feel intimidated, repaying the smile even more deliberately. 

"How do you know that?" 

"| don't. We should test to see." Duff said with a suggestive look and then bit his lower lip. 
Slash opened his mouth, shocked. Duff was totally flirting with him. 

He was silent for a while. 


"We rocked today," Slash said. He wanted to laugh because the conversation wasn't going anywhere since he'd 


been running away from Duff's statements. He didn't know why, because Duff was just kidding, right? 
"Honestly, any unlost notes I've had today are meritorious yours." 


Duff sighed, and that made the other look at him. The blonde looked upset now, with eyes lost in some sad 
memory. Slash felt his heart tighten in his chest, he hated to see Duff sad. 


"That's what | said about being too good." Duff started to say, shyly, without looking at the other. "You put 
your stress aside to deal with me, and I'm a fucking mess when I'm sober, you know? Everything becomes a 
challenge, literally everything. And then there are the panic attacks and lots of fucking anxiety. | feel like my 
mind is torturing me -and it is! Putting shit that ain't there, but only | see and feel it.. lm sure this is my 


personal hell." 


Slash's heart was broken; he didn't know Duff fought so hard. He had no dimension of Duff's problems. He knew 
that Axl was very fragile and he had no qualms about blowing it up in everyone's faces. But now he recognized 
another kind of frailty just as sensitive, because no matter who it was, he couldn't measure how much 
someone suffers but the person himself. He noticed that Duff fought in silence, which made it worse. He 
wanted to pull the blonde against him and hug him, but he couldn't move. However, the speech was directed 
faster than his brain. 


"Sounds awful.. | mean, | feel anxiety, but not that heightened. l- I'm not trying to compare us, it's just.. | don't 
know." Slash said it all in one breath. He thought fast and the words were coming out without calculating. 


‘Its okay, Curly Sue," Duff whispered with a comfortable smile. Slash opened his eyes wider at the nickname. 
Duff tightened the grip on his hand and Slash felt it there, in his heart, everywhere. "| was rambling. | was 
trying to thank you." 

"Why? | did nothing, really." Slash replied shyly, lowering his head. 

"You did enough." Duff squeezed his hand in emphasis. 

Slash looked on with empathy, not understanding the enormity of the act. Duff was lonelier than he realized if 
that simple comfort had meant so much to him. Slash would do more of that if he had Duff significantly 
happy like that again. He felt sad too, thinking that maybe Duff didn't get as much love as he deserved. 


‘I've done nothing compared to what you truly deserve, Seattle boy." Slash replied, with a cute little smile, 
prompting Duff to pull him by the connected hands and pull them together in a hug. 


The angle freed their hands, but the lack of contact became a detail, soon their bodies were making up for it, 


clinging to each other in a needy embrace. 
‘Oh, baby.. It's okay." Slash whispered fondly. 


"You are so special to me, Slash," Duff said tearfully somewhere between Slash's neck and curls. "So fucking 


special." 


And Slash's heart swelled again, but it wasn't bad, it was a relief. He felt warm and numb with the feeling of 
being appreciated by someone, not just anyone, but Duff of all people. The best man he'd ever known. 


He was intoxicating, in addition to alcohol and drugs. It burned, and itched, and pushed him harder against Duff's 
hot, squirting body. He didn't even think about anything else, he just let his body act on its own, that was; 
wrapping his arms around the skinny torso, gripping Duff's sweaty shirt tightly in the back, just to have 
something to hold on to. They hugged each other, gently at first, but now they were tightening their grip 


tighter as if they were trying to merge, become one. 
It was breathtaking. It was like a hungry kiss. 


Suddenly, Duff's hot breath became more than a conscious fact, it was all his coke-heated messy mind 
realized. And besides, his body's automatic reaction to this detail was a delirium filled with sinister shivers 
down his spine. Slash didn’t just gasp for air -he groaned somewhere into Duff's bony shoulder. He didn't know 
if this sound had really come out of him ot if he'd imagined such dirt, but the bassist gripped the younger's 
slim waist tightly. Slash made another sinful sound, sucking in the air hard through his teeth. 


Slash opened the eyes that he hadn't noticed until now were closed, stunned by the cloudy details of that 
warm and unexpected embrace. He was with one leg bent, fully leaning towards Duff, with his head lying on his 
chest and being stared at by a pair of glowing red eyes. He stood there, staring and waiting for something 
even though he didn't know what. 


Duff smirked, chuckling at something that crossed his mind, making Slash wonder what it was. The bassist ran 
a curious hand over his old jeans-covered thigh and squeezed tentatively, his long fingers almost closing around 


the flesh. Slash sucked in a breath, Duff shook his head, as if in disbelief and completely delighted by the sight. 


Mckagan invaded the callused hand inside the wild curls, gripped the strands firmly and possessively, not at all 
sweet. He pulled them and Slash opened his mouth to react, forcing himself into complete silence before he 
could make a sound. All he could do was stare, and wait, dying of fear and anticipation He would take anything 


in the name of curiosity. 


That was his Duff. His best friend. One of the most important people in his life. Who could do whatever he 


wanted with him. He just wanted to see Slash well, take care of him. 


They locked gazes with intense, curious eyes, both dulled by the dark, mischievous aura that covered them. As 
they mentally replayed the last few minutes, neither of them understood how they ended up there on the 
dirty sidewalk. Almost enveloped in darkness if it were for a single light pole at the end of the street. 


Slash blinked slowly as Duff leaned their foreheads together. If the hands together were strangely intimate, so 
it then made it burn beyond the soul. The two were panting, seeming to be fighting a force greater than 
themselves. They closed their eyes and breathed into each other's mouths. Hearts burst in their chests, 
suffering electrifying jolts of anticipated pleasure. The physical contact began to go further, urging for a 
mental connection as they were both guiltily thinking about how their lips would feel together. 


Slash realized they were breathing not just together, but in sync, and that brought tears to the back of his 


closed eyes. He almost sobbed a request, almost begged, using his breath as a more than explicit message. 


Duff listened, and he willingly complied, this being not just a will but a keen need coming from some hidden 
place inside him. 


Their lips barely touched, already parted, hungry, without kindness, without affection. It was painful, it hurt, 
and it didn't obey the desire. It made it stronger and more destructive. It was a mission to try to absorb as 
much of each other as possible through a kiss. Hands ran over sweaty bodies, gripping, squeezing, and sadly 
memorizing every detail. There were bites and blood, stripping away any emotion, leaving a physical mark, both 
of them aware that it was more than that. The mark was somewhere deeper behind flesh and bones, trapped 


inside. 

It was dirty and depraved. It made them feel like part of that city. 

It was beautiful, hot, and insatiable. And somewhere in between, it was kind and sad. 

An apology for something they couldn't have. 

When they parted, seconds, minutes, or hours passed. Their cheeks were flushed and wet with tears. 
Feeling as if something had been stolen from within them. They again attacked each other, more gently this 
time. They calculated slowness to look for what was taken to them without permission What they found, 
however, was different. For what was caught can no longer be returned. It was hidden from the eyes, they 
never found it. 


Yet they found something worse, it was poison, taking all life. His cheeks became more watery. 


Though they felt all the chaos of their reality, they took it from each other cheerfully, even if it hurt, adding 
maliciousness. They then realized they would do it again if they had a chance to redo the past. 


They would gladly share the same breath. 


